



The History of King Lear. 

canft not tell why ones nofe ftands in the middle of his face ? 

Lear. No. 

Foole. Why to keep his eyes on either fide his nofe, thatwhat 
a man cannot fmell out, he may fpy into. 

... Lear . I did her wrong ! 

Foole . Canft tell how an Oyfter makes his (hell, 

Lear. No. 

ZWe.Nor I neythcr ; but I can tell why a fnaylehas ahoufe. 

Lear . Why ? 

Foole. Why to put his head in, not to giue it away vnto his 
daughter, and leaue his homes without a cafe. 

Lear.\vi\\\ forget my nature, fo kinde a father ; bee my horfes 
ready i 

Foole .' Thy Affes are gone about them ; the reafon why the fe* 
uen ftarres are no more then feuen,is a pretty reafon. 

Z,ftjr.Becaufe they are not eight. 

Foole, Yes, thou wouldft make a good foole. 

Lear. T o tak’t againe perforce ; monfler,ingratitude ! 

Foole . If thou were my foole Nuncklc, Idc hauethce beaten 
for beingolde before thy time. 

Lear. How’s that? 

Foole. Thou Ihouldft npt haue beene olde, before thou hadft 
beene wife. 

Lear. Oletmcnotbemadfweeteheaucn! I would not bee 
madjkeepe me in temper, I would not bee mad j are the Horfes 
ready ? 

Servant .Ready my Lord. 

Lear. Come boy. Exit. 

Foole . She that is maid now, and laughs at my departure, 
Shall not be a maid long,except things be cut Ihorter. 

Exit, 

Enter Ballard, and faran metes him. 

Bafi. Saue thee Cwran » 

Cur an. And you fir, 1 haue beene with your father, and giuen 
him notice, thattheDukeof Cornwall and his DutchelTe will be 
here with him tonight. 

Bafl.Hoyt comes that ? 

Curaa. 
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The History of King Lear. 

ftom&tj I know not, you haue heard of the new« abroad, 

1 arcane the whifperd ones/or there are yet but care-buffing r- 

§U S C Not,I pray you what are they ? 

Curan. You may then in time, fare you well fir. 

Ball. The Duke be here to night ! the better beft, tins weaues 
it felfe perforce into my bufineffe, my father hath jet guard to 
take my brother,& 1 haue one thing of a quefic queftion, which 

Enter Edgar. 

muftaske breefeneffe and fortune helpe ; brother a word, dil- 
cend brorher I fay,my father watches, O flic this place, intelli- 
gence is eiuen where you arc hid, you haue now the good ad- 
vantage of the night, haue you not fpoken agamft the Oukcot 
Cornwall o ught, hee’s coming hether now m the night,it b nafle, 
and Began with him, haue you nothing faidevpon his party a- 

gainlt the Duke of yfc^aduifeyour- 

Edg.l am fure on’t not a word. # , . 

Bafiard. I heare my father comming, pardon me in crauing,! 
muft draw my fword vpon you.feeme to defend your felfe, now 
quit you welhyeeld, come before my father.lighthcere.hecre, 
ffie brother flte,torches, torches, fo farwcll ; fome bloud drawne 
on me would beget opinion of my more fierce endeuor, Ihaffe 
feene drunkards do more then this in fport j father, father, flop, 
ftop,no helpe? 

Enter Clocefler. 

Glofi. Now Edmund; where’ s the villaine ? 

Bafi Heere flood be in the darke,his fharpe fword out, warb- 
ling of wicked charmes,coniuring the Moonc to ftand his aufpi* 
ciousMiftris. 

Glofi. But where is he ? 

"Bafi Lpoke fir, I bleed. 

glofi. Where is the v\\h\ne,Edmmd ? 

Bafi. Fled this way fir, when by no meanes he could- — — 
Glofi. Purfue him, go after,by no meanes,what ? 
^/.Perfwadc me to the rfjurder of your Lordfhip, but that 
I tolde him the veuengiue G ods, gainft Par3cides did all their 
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